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THE VOYAGE OF THE BALTIC FLEET.—No. 


V. 


As “Surps or THE DeseRT” ARE LIABLE TO BE MISTAKEN FOR JAPANESE TorpEpo-BoaTs, THE EGypTiAN GOVERNMENT HAS WARNED ALL 
CAMEL-DRIVERS THAT, DURING THE PASSAGE OF THE Batic Feet THrovan THE Suez CANAL, CAMELS WILL BE ALLOWED WITHIN SHELL-RANGE OF 


THE CANAL ONLY AT THEIR OWNERS’ RISK. To 


REMAIN NEAR THE BANKS WOULD BE SUEZ-SIDAL. 








PETS AT THE PLAY. 

(“The modern craze for unusual pets was 
exemplified (at the performance of Adriana 
| Lecouvreur at Covent Garden last Saturday) by 

| a well-known lady who brought a chameleon. 
The little creature is very sensitive to music, 
| which seems to hypnotise it.”—Daily Mail, 
November 14.] 
| Mr. Grorcr Epwarpes, always on the 
| alert to diagnose the trend of fashion, 
| has made arrangements by which a 
portion of the foyer has been railed off 
as a lounge and refreshment bar for 
pets, a trained keeper from the Zoo being 
always in attendance. Already this 
timely concession has been fully appre- 
ciated. Thus on Monday evening we 
noticed in the stalls Father Icwativs 
with his rubricated racoon, Lord Sautrie- 
wort with a select party of hartebeestes, 
and Miss Marre Coreit with her tame 
Swan. 

The performance on Tuesday was en- 
livened by a most diverting episode. 
Overcome by Miss Connie Episs’s first 
song, a fine young zebra, which formed 
one of the Hon. Water Roruscuttp’s 
party, became so excited that it tried 
to leap from the box on to the stage, but 
falling short broke through two of the 


‘kettle-drums in the orchestra, while| 
its hind legs became entangled in the 


The curtain was| 


|strings of the harp. 


promptly lowered, and the conductor| 
with great presence of mind directed 
the available members of the band 
to play some soothing strains, which in 
a short space tranquillised the dis-| 
tressed quadruped, who was promptly) 
removed to Charing Cross Hospital in a} 
four-wheeler. 

We regret to state that an unfortunate | 
accident has marred the success of this | 
popular innovation. On Wednesday | 
evening Mr. Epmunp Payne was severely 
bitten in the small of the back by a 
tame tarantula which had escaped from 
the gold filigree reticule of pretty Mrs. 
Sruyvesant Savon, who was otherwise 
charming in pink. The audience had 
for some time been conscious that Mr. 
Payne had been dancing with more 
than his usual vivacity, but a profound 
feeling of sympathy was evoked when 
the burly form of Mr. Epwarpes was 
seen to step before the curtain with the 
distressing revelation of the true cause 
of his momentous agility. The latest 
notice in the flies reads, “No spiders 
admitted.” 


THE PAINTER AND THE 
CARPENTER. 


Tue Painter and the Carpenter 
Were walking side by side, 
They wept like anything to think 
Of SHakspeare yet untried. 
“Tf we,” said they, “could have our 
way, 
He'd join the flowing tide.” 


“Tf Managers,” the Painter said, 
Would send for you and me, 

As (just to take a recent case) 
Did Mr. Beersoum Tree, 

We'd make the Bard a living thing, 
And all would crowd to see. 


“ A little work,” the Painter said, 
“From pencils that are blue; 
A ballet here, a ballet there ; 
A comic song or two; 
And even Pericles would pay 
If left to me and you.” 


“ If seven Saaws with seven pens 
Should write for half a year, 

Do you suppose,” the Painter said, 
“ They 'd fill the second tier?” 

The Carpenter said nothing but, 
“ Wait till we do our Lear!” 
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A BLANK WEEK. 


juid cul, & Horaci 


[ Poscimur S 
Wat motive wakes the motley minstrel’s lyre ? 
Shall he from sere November's sulle n dearth, 
Its morbid fogs, its pestilential mire, 
Start his hebdomadal atte mpt at mirth ? 
No; though the topic falls superbly pat, 
I shall not touch on that. 


Shall I acclaim our Guest with winged words, 
Warm in his corner where the coverts laugh 
With wealth of royal or of ducal birds ? 
No; I shall leave the bustling Biograph 
To catch a cursory inspiration from 
That suave and doughty Dom. 


Shall I apostroy hise the art of Carve, 
When there is One, the match of fifty score, 
Whose life-work is to make his merits plain 
And spread his circulation more and more ? 
No: let the veteran boomster roll his own 


Peculiar log alone. 


Shall I, for « hoice, describe the Baltic chief 
Probing his way, at half-a-brace of knots, 
To where the hosts of Puarson came to grief? 

No; ‘tis a tale for Cardiff patriots, 
Engaged to expedite him toward the goal 


By help of British coal. 


Shall I rehearse the young DaLmexy’s mot, 
Who takes the Press (that mighty power) to task 
For being captured by the charms of Jor ? 
No: I will let the Free Trade Liberals ask 
Of their respected Champion's next-of-kin : 
“ Where does our Press come in?” 


Shall I repeat Lord Grorce’s pungent quips 
Touching the Premier, how he went and hedged ? 
No; for of all who heard from Arruvr’s lips 
The Great “ Repudiation ” (as alleged) 
Not one, not even Arruvr’s self, could glean 
Just what he meant to mean. 


Such are the themes on which our thinkers brood, 
And in a bard of more heroic mould 
They should inspire the right creative mood, 
But, for myself, they leave me strangely cold ; 
Therefore, this week, ignoring Duty’s call, 
I shall not write at all. 0.8. 








PROTECTION AGAINST MOTOR-CARS. 


Str,—I recently read with interest a letter in the Times from 
“A Cyclist since 1868.” In it he announced his intention 
of carrying a tail-light in order to avoid being run into from 
behind. The idea is admirable, and my wife and I, as 


Pedestrians since 1826 and 1823 respectively, propose to| 


| wear two lamps each in future, a white and a red. 


i . . ‘ ° 
should carry the white in front and the red behind, or vice | 


We are, however, a little exercised to know whether we 


For in walking along the right side of a road we 
shall appear on the wrong side to an approaching motor-car. 
Would it not therefore be better for us to have the tail-light 
in front ? Your most humble and obedient servant, 

Lux PreposTera. 


versa. 


P.S.—Would such an arrangement make us “ carriages” 


in the eye of the law? At present we appear to be merely 


a sub-division of the class “ unlighted objects.” 








| QUEEN SYLVIA. 
Curren I. 
How she came to the Throne. 

“ Wi you break it to her?” said the Chamberlain. 

“No,” said the Prime Minister. “I rather think you should 
do that. I'll stand by and help you, of course. But she’s 
so very young, only fifteen, that it won't be very difficult.” 

‘Well, well,” said the Chamberlain with a sigh, “I'll do 
my best. Poor little thing, it is sad to think that at her 
age she should be so heavily burdened.”’ 

‘ What a fatality!” said the Prime Minister after a pause. 
“The old King, of course, might have gone at any moment, 
but who could have foretold that Prince Cartes and his 
two sons would perish in that dreadful accident, and that 
the crown would descend to this frail little grand-niece.” 

| “ Providence,” said the Chamberlain sententiously, “ moves 
in a mysterious way. Do you know anything of the child?” 
“Nothing whatever, except that she and her mother have 
lived in obscurity for many years.” 
“Tt will be a great change,” said the Chamberlain. “But 
I must compose my mind for the task that is before me, 
| for we cannot be far from her home.” 


| 


| At this point ] may as well pause for a moment in order 


| 


to tell you a little more plainly how it happened that on | 


this foggy November morning these two old gentlemen were 


sitting in a heavy carriage drawn by two fat bay horses and | 


driven by a coachman who on his hammer-cloth perch looked 


| for all the world like a noble advertisement of beef and plum- | 
| 


| pudding and good old ale. 


| First let me tell you that the great country of Hinterland 


| had just lost its King, and the situation had been further | 


}complicated by the tragedy which had on the same day 
/earried off his only son and his two grandsons. Thus the 
}erown had passed to the Princess Syivia, who was grand- 
daughter to the late King’s brother. This brother, having 


incurred great debts, and having in most other respects | 
offended the Hinterlanders, had been banished from the Court | 


}and had died in exile. His son, who was Syiv1’s father, had 


taken to a seafaring life and had perished ten years ago in a | 
terrible storm, and thus Syivia, whose acquaintance you | 


'are soon to make, was changed into a Sovereign. Nobody 
|had supposed that chance would ever make little Synvia a 
Queen, and at this moment she herself was quite ignorant 
of her own importance. She had lived all her life with her 
mother in a cottage ten miles from the capital, and none of 


her great relations had ever taken the least notice of her. | 


These things, as of course you know, do very often happen 
| in royal families. The history books simply teem with such 
tothem. Yet when it became known to the Hinterlanders 
that this little girl was to be their Queen great surprise was 
expressed, and many leading articles in all the newspapers 
drew morals from Sy.via’s unexpected good fortune and gave 
|elaborate accounts of her appearance, her admirable conduct 
and her innumerable accomplishments, which, it seemed, 
were far beyond her years, and fitted her excellently for the 
high position to which she had been called. As you will have 
guessed, the Prime Minister and the Chamberlain were at this 
}moment on their way to announce to her officially her 
accession to the throne of her ancestors. 


people. 


matters, and people ought long ago to have got quite used | 


A few words, too, I must say about Hinterland and its | 
! 


That the country was really called Hinterland I have every | 


~ason to believe; and, if anybody knows, I ought to, for I | 
| . . 
have investigated the matter most carefully, and have con- | 


|sulted all the available sources of information, including, 
naturally, the Encyclopedia Britannica, Whitaker's Almanack, 
Ruff's Guide to the Turf, the Dictionary of Gardening, and 
|the Comparative Lexicon of Folk-Lore in fifteen volumes. 
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CARLOS HIS FRIEND. 


(The King of PortuGat enjoys the reputation of having achieved great success, some years ago, as an amateur Toreador. | 
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7 OF. 
WITH THE “BLUE AND BUFF.” 
[The Duke of Beacrort’s hounds last year established a record for having killed the largest number of foxes in one season.] 


Innocent Stranger (excitedly). “I’ve susT SEEN SEVEN Foxes CROSS THAT RIDE!” 
Whip. “On, THAT’S ONLY A FEW OF THE STRAGGLERS, Sir. THE MAIN BODY'S GONE AWAY AT THE TOP.” 








Family and dynastic reasons forbid me to indicate the rumbling on their way, and conversing in the manner I have 
country’s geographical situation more closely than by saying | set out, SyLviA was in the garden with her St. Bernard dog 
that it is to be found marked on nearly all large maps, blue | and Saran, the maid-of-all-work 
(or perhaps red) being the colour most usually employed for| ‘“ You’re keepin’ me from my work, Miss, you really are,” 
its outlines. It is a large country, possessing a considerable | said Saran. “1 can’t stop here all the morning answering 
supply of rivers and the ordinary allowance of mountain | questions.” 
ranges, inked-in in such a way as to resemble miniature| “I asked you, Saran,” said Syivia with some dignity, 
feather-boas. These details should be sufficient to enable |“ how far the sun was from the earth. Everybody ought to 
anyone of ordinary intelligence to pick out the country | know that.” 
without very much trouble. “T haven’t time to bother my head about the sun. There’s 

As to the language spoken by Hinterlanders, it is of the | many more things I don’t know, heaps and heaps of ’em, but 
Indo-German family, with an infusion of Latin, and more |—whzy, look, Miss, at that great carriage coming along with 
than a dash of modern American. I need not trouble you, | them two footmen all over gold holdin’ on to the back of it 
however, very much about the language, for I shall use| by straps. Why, I do declare it’s stoppin’ here. 1 must go 
English throughout this story, so as to obviate the necessity | and get myself tidy to let the quality in.” 
for employing a certified interpreter to translate the various} She ran into the house. The carriage door was flung open, 
conversations I shall have to record in the course of my/and the two great dignitaries of the kingdom got out and 
narrative. | walked up the little gravel path and knocked at the door of 

And now we can get on. Laurel Cottage. 

& o a e . s | “Conduct us to Her Majesty,” said the Prime Minister, as 

While the Chamberlain and the Prime Minister were! the gaping Saran opened the door. 
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FROM DELIA, BRIDCE EXPERT. 


See Punch. Nov 9, 1904.) 


mk you I heed your stern tirades, 
My once-respectful carpet knight, 
that I care a trick in spa les 

lor anything you Say or write ? 
[hese eyes, that fix a steady stare 


U pon the thirteenth trump’s removal, 
Believe me, have no glance to spare 
2 r your didactic disapproval 


P rhaps, in some benighted age, 
Ere the One Thing Worth Doing 


came 
ur friendship may have reached a st ige 
Which merited a tenderer na 
What then? And what have | to say 


['o whispered W ral ; j | soft confes- 
BIOnS, 
\\ yae very language ves to-day 


New meanings to the old expressions? 


1e vacant scoring-board imparts 

A fresh significance to Love, 

And pleasantly connects with Hearts 
The thought of sixty-four above 

[ set no value on my hand 

Unless it chance to be a strong one, 


Che only suit that I can stand 
Must be a red one or a long one 
lar better come with me, ar 1 sink 


Your wrath where rubbers are at stake, 
Where the point is not what you think, 
But rather what you mean to make. 
What is it? Spades or none? Be bold, 
While with an anxious trepidation 

Your Deta trembles, as of old, 
l'o hear once more your declaration. 


CHARIVARIA. 

Accorpina to a report from Vienna, 
Russia will only be willing to listen to 
mediators when her arms have won a 
great victory. This is confirmed by the 
semi-oficial communication from St. 
Petersburg, which states that Russia will 
never consent to any interve ntion in the 


war. 


Sir Tromas Barctiay is considering the 

lvisability of summoning the editors of 
all the European newspapers to a Peace 
Congress at the Hague. There is little 
doubt that these gentlemen would favour 
any scheme for putting an end to the 
war, with all its attendant horrors, for 
the expense and futility of special war | 
correspondence is becoming unbearable. 


| 

The duel between Lieutenant Anpré 
and the Comte pe LA RocueTHULON was 
unfortunately marred by an accident, 
the Lieutenant's hand being scratched. | 
We are sorry that the London Maga- 
eine should, in an article on King 
Epwarp, publish a paragraph calculated 
to hurt the feelings of the German | 


Experor, with whom we are at present 
at peace. We refer to the following 
lines ‘Epwarp THe Srventu, beyond 
all question, is the most conspicuous, 
the most illustrious, and the most 
popular figure throughout the zones of 
the globe.” 


By the by, the Christmas Number « f 
the London Magazine is announced as 
being “filled with bright Christmas 
reading and pictures.” Its cheery 
contents comprise a copiously illustrated 
wrticle entitled “A five-hundred mile 


Funeral March.” 


To Mr. W. T. Srean’s no little astonish- 
ment, Mr. Prvero is said to be writing 
another play. 


Mrs. Brows-Porrer’s question, “ For 
Church or Stage?" has received its 
answer from the theatre-goers, who have 
decided in favour of the Church. 


The rumour that the’ Bohemian 


Siamese Twins have quarrelled is un-| 


true. They are still inseparable. 


A propos, you would have ‘thought 
that one amalgamation would show some 
consideration to another, yet, when these 
twins travelled by the South Eastern 
and London, Chatham and Dover Rail- 
way, that Company insisted upon two 
tickets being taken. 


Owing to the impending demolition of 
the building, the New English Art Club 
will have to leave the Egyptian Hall. 
The Club will find it difficult to discover 
quarters as appropriate as “The Home 
of Mystery.” 


Cambridge is thinking of abolishing 
compulsory Greek. So is Crete. 


At the gun trial of our newest battle- 
ship the quarter-deck buckled to the 
extent of three inches. It is now 
rumoured that the vessel is to be re- 
christened The Shield and Buckler. 


The Army Council has at last had its 
eyes opened to the necessity for improv- 


\ing the physique of our recruits. A 


deserter from the South Wales Borderers 
succeeded in escaping, last week, from a 
Birmingham lock-up through an aperture 
less than eleven inches square. 


As the result of a dispute, the pulpit 
of the Evangelical Union Church at 
Dalkeith was last week occupied by two 


rival preachers at the same time, each of | 


them struggling to obtain a hearing. 
There is little doubt that, if every place 
of worship were to provide similar 
attractions, we should hear less of empty 
churches. 


The Yellow Peril.—The fog. 

“When I am not with my Kings and 
Queens,” declared little Fiorize. voy 
Revter to an interviewer, “I am in the 
Zoological Gardens.’ The more sensi- 
tive of the Kings and Queens are said 
to be annoyed at the form of consolation 
chosen by their little friend. 


Great joy not infrequently turns men’s 
heads. A Bohemian labourer, on being 
informed that his wife had presented 
him with twins, committed suicide. 





|millionaires and other wealthy persons 


| for a penny. 





THE NEW HYGIENE. 


Ix view of the paramount importance 
attached to “ fitness” by the best authori- 
ties, Mr. Punch is happy to announce 
that he has secured the services of the 
|eminent expert, Mr. Leveson Ties, who 


which this is the first instalment. 
HOW TO KEEP AWAKE. 
$y Leveson Tives, M.A. 
The great curse of the age is excess. 
What excess really is, we do not know, 


man’s poison, and an old proverb 


one man but the wisdom of many 
lays down the golden rule, “ The more 
the merrier.” Still, it may be taken as 


ignore the golden mean. We eat too 
much, drink too much, above all we 
sleep too much. And as the efficiency 
of a nation resides in the amount of its 


awake must come to the top. 


ANTIDOTES TO SOMNOLENCE. 

First and foremost of the short cuts 
to wakefulness is the choice of noisy 
surroundings. Recurrent noises of an 
identical character are of no use. The 


the siren hoots every fifteen seconds. 
Noise to be really stimulating should be 
irregular and diversified. Thus, if I 


to finish, I alternate a gramophone with 
an alarum clock, and by leaving bowls of 
milk and fragments of fried fish on the 
leads ensure the attendance of a constant 
succession of feline serenaders. The 
Duke of Devonsnire, in his masterly 
monograph entitled “Wake up, Eng- 
land!” recommends residence in a 
boiler-maker’s yard, or a belfry, but only 





It is denied that the aim of the new | 
proprietor of the Standard is to cater for 


who desire to have a halfpenny paper | 


remember that proverbs are the wit of | 


output in its waking hours, it stands to | 
reason that the nation which is widest | 


have an important piece of literary work | 


will contribute a series of papers of | 


for one man’s meat may be another | 


a postulate of modern life that we sadly | 


men on board a lightship in a fog who | 
are not on duty sleep complacently while 
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the strain. 
Some Uservi Recipes. 
Just as the continuous perusal of a 
rious author is found to promote 
sleepiness, so the judicious jumping 
from grave to gay will stave off the| 
insidious overtures of Morpheus. Per- | 
ally I have derived great benefit 
‘om reading a page of Hersert Spencer, | 
then a page of Mrs. Beeton’s Cookery 
Book, then a page of Bradshaw, and so) 
n da capo. Alternate sips of barley- | 
iter and brandy work marvels with | 
me constitutions, while the excess of 
hlood may be taken from the feet to the 
brain by filling a hot-water bottle with | 
ce and placing a mustard plaster on the 
emples. A similar result can also be | 
produced by filling the mouth with 
capsicums, stinging nettles or red pepper. | 
\ jellyfish has in it a certain invigorat- | 
ig quality; so, 1 believe, has the sea- 
urchin. Some prefer such things raw ; 
others like them curried. Here is a 
recipe that might be good for most 
people, but if anyone feels that it would 
he improved by the presence of an onion, 
he can easily add it: 
“Cut off the heads of half a dozen 
| Tandstickor matches, place them in a pan 
with a solution of oil of nitro-glycerine, 
stir slowly for half an hour over a slow 
fire, and take what is left to bed.” 
Another excellent recipe is the patent 
Kansas folding-up bedstead, which can 
| be set by clockwork to engulf the weary 
| traveller at any specified time. This 
| may be combined with a broken venetian 
blind with an are-light outside, and an | 
| alarum bell over the bed which signals | 
| the arrival of all trains on the Tube and 
the Inner Circle railway. A hot-water 
pipe with a hiccough can also be recom- 
mended, and by a judicious use of Welsh: | 
rarebit, Scotch ale and black coffee, 
alertness and vivacity may be secured 
from the most trypanosomatous subject. 
PawLtow recommends early rising. 
Many people have told me with tears 
in their eyes that the only effective cure | === = OS SSS - 
for oversleeping oneself is to get up at|turn your attention from the worldly 
6} A.M. or even sooner. In the words of| interests of the petty self to the eternal 
the great Hibernian philosopher, “ the | verities of the Kinetic and Cosmic whole. 
only way to prevent what is past is to} Then, even if wakefulness does not 
put a stop to it before it happens.” ensue, at any rate the activity of the 
‘Tom Gecpeeeees op Sine. je is doing you almost, if not quite, 
: as much good as if you were suffering 
_ But the art of experrection or wake-| from chronic insomnia. 
fulness is not solely to be cultivated by | 
| 


persons of an iron constitution can stand 
| 
| 






































Bararew 











attention to physical means. It depends 
largely on the promotion of an altruistic | 


CRACKERS AND A REPORT. 


A TELEPHONIC DANGER. 

ater familias (who has just rung up the call-office, and haa his attention diverted by hia little 
daughter). “ HULLO, DEAR, COMING TO KISS ME GOOD-NIGHT? 
Voice of female Telephone Clerk (severely). “1 Bea Your Ppanpon?” 


| mentality. Thus one writer, Hupsox 
| Jay, says that the suggestion of vigilance 
for others, the imagination and realisa- 
tion of others as alert and wakeful, is the 
best and sweetest way of securing that 
condition for yourself. 
Sleep, in conclusion, is bound up with 
selfishness. What you need to do is to 


Personay, this present laudator tem- 
poris Christmassi cannot give evidence 
as to the “go” that there may be in 
Carey's Christmas Crackers, samples of 
which have been forwarded to the 
| Baron’s Special Packet Office, but the 
| P.L.T.C., with his hand upon his heart, 
can affirm that he has seldom seen 








” 


'more seasonably decorative articles for a 
Christmas dinner table than the 8.P.C. | 
lor Sweet Pea Crackers, and the V.M.C. or | 
Valse Minuet-Musical Crackers. ‘Then, | 
| for after-dinner amusement, there are the 
Old Bachelors’ Quaint Cosaques, with the | 
Magic Carp and the Submarine Motoring 
crackers. Such are the principal, and if | 
ever crackers do go off with éelat, these 
most certainly should do so. Asa popu- 
lar composer, Hexry Russet, used to sing, 





“Gaily goes the ship when the wind blows free,” 
'so our Pre-Christmas Parodist, with this | 
| set of crackery before him, would suggest | 

an amendment in this form, 

Catey does the trick for the Christmas spree. 
| And no doubt these crackers will achieve 
great pop-ularity. 
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PUNC 
A MIXED DAY AT DUFFERTON. 
| hb acl nou ledame) fe to Cou ury 
lafe. 
fouGcH there are f course many 
ger shoots in England, and though 


e head of game may be larger upon 
me of the better-known Norfolk 


nt preserves or Yorkshire Grouse 


prea ; ‘ 
Moors, vet for an exciting day’s sport it 
uld be difficult to beat Dufferton 


Hall, the princely seat of Sir THOMAS 
MissincuaM Situated {within a few 
miles of the town of Smokeborough, of 
vhose grocery trade Sir Tuomas was in 
his early days so conspicuous an orna- 
ment, the estate not one which an 
observer would select at first sight 
specially adapted for sporting purposes. 
But perseverance will work wonders 
with the most unpromising material, and 
Sir Tnomas, who held, it will be remem- 


is 


as 


bered, the proud position of Mayor of| 


his native town in the Jubilee year of 
1887, is a sportsman to the backbone. 
The fortunate coincidence that most of 
the neighbouring landowners breed and 
rear pheasants has enabled him, by a 
careful and consistent distribution of 
Indian corn throughout his own coverts, 
to attract a fair number of birds. Nor 
is this all: for the motto of the Squire 
as with a genuine old English senti- 
ment he loves to be called) is Blaze 
away. He tells his guests that he likes 
to hear plenty of banging, and humor- 
ously adds that if you let off your gun 


| often enough you must hit something 


sometimes. 


These theories, though in 
practice they have earned some unpopu- 
larity among Accident Insurance offices, 
render a blank day at Dufferton an 
event of the rarest occurrence. 

Upon the occasion when I was privi- 
leged to be present we were promised 
a mixed day, and this promise was ful- 
filled to the letter. Seldom have I seen 
so much shooting. One’s attention was 
on the alert the whole time, and there 
was hardly a dull moment, for one never 
knew who might be firing or, it may be 
added, what he might be firing at. 
Where there were trees handy one in- 
stinctively took cover, and in the open 
did the best possible with a turned-up 
collar and averted eyes. Old cam- 
paigners declare that a day at Dufferton 
reminds them of the South African war, 
so full of incident is it likely to prove. 

The guns upon this particular day 
were Count Lusorr, Captain FuL.oook, 
Mr. Perrer, the eminent authority upon 
gun-shot wounds, Professor Buin, of Sel- 
kirk University, and the Squire himself 
The weather was perfection when the 
presence of three motor-cars at the door 

for Sir Taomas is no bigoted opponent 


f new ideas) announced that the 
moment—11.30 a.w.—had arrived for 
making a start. We did a capital 


| non-stop run in the new 80-h.p. Mercédes | fewer than five pheasants, which ran out 
'to the field where shooting was ap-/at the same time from beneath the wire 
|pointed to begin—a distance of about 
a mile and a quarter away—and lost no 
time in getting to work. The day’s 
arrangements were mapped out with the 
|utmost care and precision, and every- | 
| thing went like clockwork. Proceedings 
were opened in a turnip-field on the| 
edge of the estate in order if possible to | 
drive in any outlying pheasants to the | 
Dufferton coverts. For it a maxim | defiance and sailed majestically away. 
of the Squire’s that your neighbour’s | Quicker shooting I have seldom seen, 
pheasants are quite as good to eat as|and a suggestion of Captain Fut.oock’s 
your own, and not necessarily harder to| that Mr. Peprer should upon the next 
hit. Orders were issued to walk the|chance of the kind try what could be 
turnips as quietly as possible, an in-|done with the butt end of his weapon, 
| junction that cannot be too carefully 


| though it was received with the utmost 
followed in approaching birds. Here | good humour, did not strike meas being 
the result was not as successful as_had | in the best of taste. Shooting would 
|been anticipated, and in fact nothing | indeed be a dull pastime if every shot told. 
|was actually secured. A diversion was} It was here, if I remember right, that, 
caused by an amusing episode. Professor | upon a shout of “‘ Woodcock forward,” 
Burp fired at a thrush in mistake for a| Professor BLixp gathered an owl in clever 
partridge, the resemblance between the | style, and a beautiful shot of Count 
two birds being, as all observers of | Lusorr’s removed an underkeeper’s cap 
nature are aware, very close. However, | without in the slightest degree injuring 
as he did not hit it no harm was done. |the man. In walking across some wide 
The next rendezvous was the well-| grass fields a rabbit, trodden upon by 
known Larch Plantation, and here again | one of the beaters, was added to the bag. 
there was a somewhat disappointing! Luncheon, by no means the least 
show of game. Four hens flying low | enjoyable part of the day’s business, 
came out together, and, on rising from | occupied us pleasantly for the next hour 
the ground, I was informed by an eye- | and three quarters. The Squire is no 
witness more enterprising than myself | advocate of a Spartan asceticism in these 
that the Squire had cleverly grassed his | details, and to appetites sharpened by 
bird, or thought that he had. There is| keen air and exercise the profusion of 
nothing in field sports prettier than to | delicacies displayed could not fail to be 
see a good retriever working, and this | acceptable. 
sight was one which the next thirty-five} A move was at length made to Puffing- 
minutes gave us an opportunity of| ton Belts, where the fun was again fast 
witnessing. Ponto, a fine specimen of|and furious. The birds were brought 
the famous Dufferton breed of retrievers,!up to the guns in most satisfactory 
crossed with a judicious strain of bull-| fashion; so near in fact were they 
terrier, quartered the difficult ground in| brought that, in more than one instance, 
the most irreproachable style. His|death was inevitable. Count Lusorr 
sagacity was well shown by the clever| was in his best form here, and at the 
-way in which he took an early oppor-| end of the beat two pheasants, a hare, a 
tunity of renouncing the search for the| cat, a jay and the gardener’s boy, who 


by a furious fusillade. One splendid 
cock, rash enough to perch for a few 
minutes on a post in front of Mr. Peprer’s 
butt, had an uncommonly narrow escape 
of its life. Mr. Perper, who was shoot- 


six barrels with surprising rapidity 


iS 


bird, which had doubtless after all| had been pressed into service as a stop, 
escaped unscathed, and devoted his| were lying more or less severely injured 


in the neighbourhood of his stand. Not 
a bad record this for one covert. The 
game-cart, which by a patent device of 
the Squire’s is fitted out as an ambulance 
wagon, was literally groaning as we 
turned for home. 

Of course it is not possible to conduct 
every shooting upon the same scale as 
Dufferton, where everything is arranged 
regardless of cost. As an instance I 


energies, in the recesses of a covert, to 
‘the quiet consumption of a dead rabbit 
carelessly left over from the previous 
week's pick-up. 

| At the next stand, at the corner of the 
Hailstorm Plantation, as it is quaintly 
named, I was enabled to notice the 
ingenious arrangement of shelters made 
of bullet-proof steel—an adjunct to 
covert-shooting which would doubtless | 





be welcome at many warm corners,| may mention that the terms asked by 

and at Dufferton is certainly invalu-| beaters are excessively high, while the 

able. One naturally felt a good deal| loaders, who are usually unmarried 
i 


men, require a most handsome fee paid 
in advance. And this despite the fact 
that either position confers upon its 
occupant a reputation, sometimes pos- 


more comfortable when ensconced behind | 
these defences, in which small peepholes, | 
conveniently pierced, allowed ample 
opportunity of witnessing what was 
goingon. At this plantation there was 
a fine display of game. I counted no 








rage. As exemplifying the scarcity of 


j 
' 


| 


fence, only to be driven back into covert | 


ing as usual with three guns, got in his | 


before the pheasan‘ rose with a crow of | 





| 


thumous, for considerable personal cou- | 


| 








| 
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rural labour these difficulties are not 


without interest. At Dufferton, so Sir 
| Tuomas informed me, labour is per- 
ceptibly scarcer after one of his big 
days, and I saw no reason to doubt 


| this statement. 





| locomotion. ] 


| 
| A MOTOR 





' 


[The photographs accompanying this 
article, entitled ** A warm corner,” “ The 
Professor startles a rabbit,” “Count 
LusorF tickles up a beater,” “‘ Down the 
Line—Captain Fuuicock busy,” ‘Trac- 
tion Engine bringing lunch,” &e. &c., 
were ruined by an unlucky mishap to 
the plates, and we are consequently 
unable to reproduce them. | 








MY MOTOR CAP. 


(Motor-caps, we are informed, have created | 
such a vogue in the Provinces, that ladies, | 
women and factory girls may be seen wearing | 
them on every occasion, though unconnected, 
in other respects, with modern methods of 





car I shall never afford 
With a gay vermilion bonnet, 
Of course I might happen to marry a lord, 
But it’s no good counting on it. 
I have never reclined on the seat behind, 
And hurtled across the map, 
But my days are blest with a mind at} 
rest, 
For I wear a motor cap. | 


I’ve done with Gainsborough, straw and | 
toque, 
My dresses are bound with leather, 
I turn up my collar like auto-folk, 
And stride through the pitiless weather; 
With a pound of scrag in an old string 
ag, 
In a tram with a child on my lap, 
Wherever I go, to a shop or a show, 
I wear a motor cap. 


I don’t know a silencer from a clutch, 
A sparking-plug from a bearing, 
But no one, | think, is in closer touch 
With the caps the women are wearing; 
I’m au fait with the trim of the tailor- 
made brim, 
The crown and machine-stitched strap ; | 
Though I’ve neither the motor, the 
sable-lined coat, or 
The goggles—I wear the cap. 











Saltus Humaniores. 


Tae Glasgow Herald announces that | 
the Royal Humane Society have awarded 
a testimonial to James Parrerson “ for | 
jumping into Loch Lomond from Arro- | 

char Pier and saving a youth.” But 
surely a mere Testimonial is an inade- 
quate recognition of so stupendous a 
feat. Arrochar Pier is on Loch Long, 
= the distance covered in this record-| 
breaking leap could not be less than two |” 
miles (as the crow jumps) over land, to 


| say nothing of the water 


| Let him who would preserve or life or | 
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THE DOG! 
(A Romance of Real Life.) 


The Gallant Major. “I BEG A THOUSAND PARDONS FOR THE APPARENT LIBERTY I TAKE AS AN 


ENTIRE STRANGER, BUT MAY I MAKE 80 BOLD AS TO ASK YOU, 


BREED OF Brack or Cuinese Pues?” 


18 NOT THIS ONE OF THAT WONDERFU! 


The Pretty Lady (most condescendingly). “ Yes, YOU ARE PERFECTLY RIGHT, AND, IF I aM NOT 


MISTAKEN, YOU ARE Mason McBnripe, 


or Tae Ninety-nivtu Hussars.” 


[From that moment they became fast friends, and within the next three months there appeared 


in the “ 


Morning Pst,” “ A marriage has been arranged between Major MeLride, of 


the Ninety-nieth Hussars, and Mrs. Bellairs,” &c., &e 








BEFORE THE BATTLE. | 
Frienps!—here are we, and yonder is | 
our goal. | 
And he who loves his life 
Had better shirk the strife ; 
This is no business for a coward soul. 
limb 
Go get him to the rear : 
We do not want him here, 
And Glory hath no laurel crown for him. 


Who hath child | 


The hour approaches. 
or wife 


| Who gets a seat upon the morning train 


Had best forget the 2m now, 
Lest Death should show him how 
The price of Victory is the soldier’s life. 


Hark! even now the distant thunders 
rise 
Of many a chariot wheel ! 
Death! The grim joy I feel 





To see the blood-lust flaming in your | 


eyes! 


Be ’ 
Charge! where the battle o’er the trampled 
| 


slain 
Shall rage around those cars ! 
And he may thank his stars 


' 





| 
| 
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A PARTHIAN SHOT. 


Hansom Cabby. “Gary! 


You RE LIKE A NOVEMBER DAY, SHORT, DARK, AND Dirty!” 








PAROCHIAL SPICE. with illustrations by 


Tue Slumberleigh Parish Magazine, Harpy and 8, H. SIME. 
conducted by the Rev. Tuerormvs “2 
Suernerp (Vicar), is more than usually 
interesting this month : 


| the Mothers’ 


Tom. e 
EprroriaL Cuart. ) 


co 


Acting, my friends, on the advice of the 


| place I have arranged to run Tom Jones, 
Messrs. 


Very racy indeed will be “ Mems. from 
Me tings,” 


(b) “There will be a hot time in the 
DupLey old town to-night.” 

Our magic lantern show will be dis- 
continued. Instead I am arranging for 
a racy little cinematograph series, illus- 
trating the Four Higgledy -Piggledy 
Girls in their contortionist dance at the 


by PEEPING 


I shall myself conduct a spicy little) Empire music-hall. 


Bishop of Srepyey, given at the conference | column entitled “ Sparklets.” 's” 


| of the Church of England Men’s Society, 
to the effect that “ The parish Magazines 
which are now in circulation would be 
uch more acceptable if they had a 
ttle more spice in them”’ Sen 


ings 


acting, I say, 


n this advice, I shall for the future from 


ike a conscientious endeavour to/ substitute recitations from the works of 
mpart to our little Magazine, and to our) Mr. Doss Cutpperposs. 
parish life in general, that modicum of °° 
raciness which up to now has, perhaps, 


been lacking in both 


A brighter tone will, for the future, 
be imparted to our Penny Readings.!coming home by the last train from 
At the Friday gathering Mrs. Suepuern, 
, in the place of her usual “ Read- 
Cuartotre M. 


Miss Suepraerp’s harmonium recitals 
will include “ Pop goes the Weasel” and brace.) 


“ This little lot is up to me, boys.” 


Next month we shall start several new I myself shall render 
| features Our serial, Mrs. VW ashington's tricky songs : 
re 
Niece, will te discontinued. In its a 


How did Mr. Br—-ww get that dent in 
his new hat? Anything to do with his 


town on Saturday? Ahem! 


Yorar,” will} Why is our senior curate’s future wife 
who said Miss Ss—rn?) certain of 
| caresses ?— Because she will get Huaars. 
I do hope that is perfectly plain. Mr. 
Huceiss—-huggings; to hug, to em- 


‘ 2 
oo 


- 
rather| What was that scuffling on the back 
benches during my lecture on Fossils last 


Wednesday? Ah, 1 saw you! Ahem! 


two 
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| pher’s business in fresh fashion, com- 





1 haracterisation. 


| a-dozen pages, and possibly misses a 
| handful of the genuine ore. 
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MANGLED REMAINS. 
rRACT FroM THE Recess Diary or Tosy, M.P. 
Been reading Fifty Years of Fleet 
Street, just issued by Macwmtian. Pur- 
ports to be the “ Life and Recollections 
of Sir Joms Rosson,” the man who 
ade, and for a quarter of a century 
intained at high level, 


a7 


to death. There are biographies of | 
sorts, ranging in value with the| 
personality of the subject and the skill | 
of the compiler. The former occasionally 
suffers from the incapacity of the latter. 
But at least his individuality is scrupu- 
lously observed. Like Don José, what 
e has said he has said, his observations 
nd written memoranda not being mixed 
up with what his biographer thinks he 
himself thought, uttered and recorded. 
Mr. Tuomas goes about the biogra- 


placently announced by way of intro- 
duction to the volume. “I have not 
thought it necessary or desirable,” he 
writes, “to indicate in all cases what 
is his (Sir Jom Roprson’s) and what is 
my own. If there is anything amusing 
or entertaining in these pages, I am 
quite content that my dear old Chief 
should have the credit of it. The dul- 
ness I take upon myself.” 

Here be generosity! Here magna- 
nimity! It is true that in the perform- 
ance of his task Mr. Tuomas occasionally 
falls from this high estate. More than 
once he airily alludes to “our diary” 
and “our notes,” as if he had prepared 
them in collaboration with his chief. 
Possibly conscious for a moment of this 
indiscretion, and reverting to more 
generous mood, he, approaching a 
particular narrative, introduces it with 
he remark, “ The incident may be given 
in the diarist’s own words.” 

That procedure is, perhaps, not unusual 
with earlier biographers. With Mr. 
Txomas the lapse is rare. When he does 
let the hapless subject speak for himself, 
he is relegated to small type. For the 
rest, it is Mr. Tuomas who loquitur, 
re-telling poor Rostson’s cherished 
stories as if they were his own, some- 
times with heavy hand brushing off the 
bloom. Even in these depressing cir- 
umstances there is no mistaking Ropr- 
son’s sly humour, his gift of graphic 
The worst of it is that, 
happening in the very same page upon 
banal remark, some pompous 
platitude, the alarmed reader, recognising 
Mr. Tuomas, hastily turns over half- 


some 


These are hard lines, unjust to Ropty- 
soy, unfair to the public. It is plain to 
see, from the few unmutilated extracts 
from Ropiyson’s manuscript which 





the Daily | 
ews. The story is written by Mr. F.| 
M. Tuomas, who has added a new terror | 


of jottings in his 
descriptive of events of which he had been 








THE NOBLE ART OF VENERIE. 
Short-sighted Sportsman (on Brighton hireling, energetically hunting rabbit). “Here you ane, 
Hoentsmas! Tatty-oo! Tatry-no!” (Ad lib.) 








illuminate the book, that the materials | 


at hand for a delightful biography were 
abundant. 
Manager of the Daily News lived in the 
very heart of things. He was behind 
most scenes of public life, was more or less 
intimately acquainted with the principal 
personages figuring in it. His sympathies 
were bountifwlly wide; his observation 
alert; his sense of humour keen. He 
loved his newspaper work with almost 
passionate affection. For him fifty years of 
Fleet Street were worth a cycle of Cathay. 

That he habitually made notes of what 
he saw and heard with the view to 
publication in biographical form, is 
undoubted. Mr. Tomas, impregnable 
in the chain armour of complacency, 
positively admits it. Ropisoy, he says, 
“did leave some diaries ”’—‘ our diaries ” 

“more or less fragmentary, and a 
number of thick closely written volumes 
own handwriting, 


For nearly forty years the} 





an eye-witness and people he had seen 
and known.” Where is this treasure- 
trove? Presumably portions the bio- 
grapher was good enough to regard as 
worth adapting are filtered through the 
wordy pages of larger type. 

Happily the material is so good, its 
original literary form so excellent, that 
even this unparalleled atrocity cannot 
quite spoil the book. We who knew 
Ropixsoy on his throne in Bouverie 
Street, and at the well-known table in 
the dining room of the Reform Club, 
rich in recollections of Wittiam Brack, 
Payn and Sata; who watched him en- 
joying himself like a boy at theatre first 
nights; who recognised his rare capa- 
city as a newspaper man; who knew 
the kind heart hidden behind a studi- 
ously cultured severity of manner in 
business relations —-we, perhaps jealously, 
cherish his memory, and regret the sur- 
prising chance that has made possible 
this slight upon it. 
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MY FIRST “PUNCH AND JUDY SHOW. 


From a rare old Early Victorian MS. periodic al, cire. A.D. 
1856-7, entitled “The Nursvy Nuse,” and appareutty 
edited by a certain Master Wiute T.S * aged 7h. 

I nave seen a Punch and Judy at last! I have always 
been afrade to stop and look at one before, for fear I might 
see something impropper. Now that I have done so, I will 
tell you exakly what it was like. 

The show had four poles cuvered with a sort of check stuff. 
Inside was a man, at least I could only see his boots. High 
u e was an open part, with a shelf or ledje on which 

icting takes place. At the back of this was the seenery. 

In front a man stood, blowing a tune down a kind of small 


that was stuck insi le his cumforter. He 


also played 
upon a drumb, but not well. 


The cost of the entertanement for one was just whatever | 


| lesed I was in the senter of the front row, but what 
| saw disgusted 


he shell after it was all over I hurriedly quited the place! 


The wurst of it was it did make me lauf! 

Yes, I laufed hartily, as 1 supose the Little Dog (not the one | 
in the show, which semed a well-behaved and serius annimal 
but the Little Dog in the potry of “ Highdiddlediddle’’) | 


lanfed when he saw the Dish running away with the Spoon! 


Which of course was very rong of the Little Dog, because 
was no laufing mater, but what is called a soshal scandle. 
But it was most yumilliating to be made to lauf at such a 
It isa pifformence that 
cannot help shoking any little boy who has been propperly 
brought up. It shoked me dredfuly. 

For the charikters—all excep Mrs. Punch, and the Bedle, 
and Mr. Ketch, and the little dog—are abbomnibly frivelous 
in their conduck, and only a lot of dolls gordily drest up to 
and horidly norty peple, too ! 

The diallog may be very briliant but [ could not make out 
much of it, except that the principle charikter was always 
saying, “ Ohdearohdearwhatapityrootitoot!’’ which, as I do 
not know what it menes, I grately fear must be a very rude 
expresion, if not a downrite swareword. 

Yet I laufed. And now I feel as if I had laufed when my 
Unkle Tomas sat down where there was no chare! 

For what is the story about? A misrable being with 
a big hump on his back, but welthy in the goods of this 
wurld, being able to aford a dog, has marrid a silly-looking 
doll in femail aparil, whom it would be allmost a profination 
to term his wife. 

Heaven, it semes, has blest their union with a little baby, and 
jest because it refuses to smile at his silly auntics, he herls it out 
of the window, and when its mother is nachruly anoyed, he 
wacks her over the head with a big cudgle until she is no more ! 

If | beheld my own dere Papa misconducting himself in 
such a maner, should I regard it as a fit subject for meri- 
ment? Certinly not. 

Well, next one of this abandund creacher’s friends after 
the other comes in and reproches him for his goings on 
but all his anser is to hit them with his cudgle and kill them. 

His best friend semes to be more or less of a convenshnal 
clown in one of those worldly cirkises or Pantimimes which 
I have not yet seen and ernestly trust | never may. 


He collers the cudgle now and then and hits Punch back, 
but is soon suckumbed. At last Punch’s own dog Tobey 


asoshiate with him any more, but he is too hartless 
to mind, and even the apearance of his wife’s gost produses 
no simtums of ripentence! 


At the end in 


he has merderd everybody he comes across 
their own cold blood! even Mr. Ketch, who arives to 
execute him, but, by a mene and most disgraseful trick, is 


indused to stick his head through the fatle nuse and be 
hanged insted of Punch! 





so that when the lady came round with | 


So thi 3 great painted bulley is left chukling over the fact 
that he has suxesfuly cheted justise. 

That is the story. Even as I laufed I could not help 
|asking myself what my favrit charikters, Mister Barlow 
Mister Fairehil d, would have said of this show. 

I am quite shore it would have shoked them both very 
much, if only because there was so much fighting all thro it, 
and because, altho there was a jibbet, it was the rong person 
who got hung on it 

I persume this is suposed to hold the miror up to life. 
Grownups may be stupid and wikked, but I do not beleive 
they are quite so bad as this difformed bufoon with the 
squeky voice. 

If they are, then surely onley 
a pifformence ! 

At the time I thought it was al 
| scremed like everybody else did. 
| But afterwards, thinking it over, I saw what a bad exampel 
it is bound te set to all who behold it. 

Still they were so abserdly unlike rele persons, I laufed at 
| them without thinking. It was = atte r 1 had had my tea 
|that I sudenly saw how shameless it all was. So, to show 
| how sory I am that I should have An n made to lauf at such 
an exibishun, I have writen this all out before retiring to rest. 

The gentleman who belonged to the boots I saw inside 
the show may be a very clever man, but it would serve him 
only rite if all his charikters could be taken away from him 
and put in the fire. 

I trust none of my yuthful reders will ever patternise such 
an infimus entertanement as this. 

Next week I am going to see a Marryanet show, which I 
am told is even more shoking, and which IT hope to give a 
fatheful acount of in a futuer number. 





or 


a feind would sniger at such 


and | 


scremingly funy, 











TO MY SENSE OF HUMOUR. 
Ix Dirricuties. 
Come not, 2s thou dost ever love to come, 
Making a scandal of thy “saving grace,’ 
When awed hilarity must needs be dumb, 
And all save rigid equilibrium 
Is wholly out of place ; 


Flash no delirious humours through my brain 
What time I patronise the public air ; 
Let me not look an idiot in the train, 
Nor mock the echoes of the sacred fane ; 
There is no profit there ! 


Ah, come not thus. But come, when Hope is thrown 
Out of his stride in Life’s long Handicap ; 
When I am all deserted and alone, 
And to the deaf gods make most bitter moan 
That no one loves a chap ; 


When my most cherished schemes have ganged agley ; 
When I am crushed in person, purse, or pride, 
With none to succour, none to hear my plea, 
Come, Sense of Humour, come, and make me see 
Things from their comic side ! 
/ 


Come then! Come now! And we will so distort 
The sharp-scribed lineaments of my distress, 
That we may cut her sorry triumph short, 
And make a kind of wild, sardonic sport 
Of her unloveliness. 


Not rauch I ask; enough that thou beguile 
One paltry hour. Poor devil that I am, 
I do but seek to sneer at Life awhile; 
To jeer at Love; and, with a ghastly smile, 
Say I don’t care ‘a ! Duu-Dew. 
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EARTHQUAKES IN WELLINCTON STREET. 


From the “ Daily Mail,” March 26, 1905. 
New York, March 25.—According to 
I tion received in a London tele 
th morning, the Spectator has 
purchased on behalf of the German 
eu nk by Mr. Evcen Saxpow. The 
ce for which the transfer was effected 
uid to have been £1,000,000. Laffan. 
From the Spectator, \pril l 
» Mr. Evcen Saxvow has acquired poss 
ion of the Spectator 
N hange in the policy of the paper 
onten ] lated, and Mr PANDOW desires to 
ve an emphatic contradiction to the 
report that he has acted in this matter on 
i f the German | MPEROR yr any 
‘ polentate except hin elf. 


(,uardian 


April D. 
The proprietors of the Guardian wish 

to state that there is no founda 

tion whatever for the statement 

that Mr. Evaen Sanpow has 

purch seal the Guardian on 

behalf of the Wee Free Kirk 


I) m the Briti sh Weekly, 
April 6 

r tulate my 
SANDOW on 


I sincerely cong 
friend Mr. Evcey 
having acquired 
of the Spectator. 


possession 
Since the 
distin 
guished protégé, R. H. Hurrox 


in 1897, the Spectator, which 


death . of my most 


once stood for the highest 
and most intellectual tradi in! 
tions of British journalism, 


had fallen on evil days, 
seemed powerless to with the 
The “live” personal note was 
painfully lacking, no notice was taken 
of the spiritualising influence of the 
Kailyard school on the music - halls, 
literary gossip was tabooed, and pictures 
of revolving bookcases and i 


move 
times. 


other in- 
dispensable literary rade meca were con- 
spicuously absent from its advertisement 
columns. Now, under the stimulating 
influence of Mr. Sanpow, the Spectator is 
sure to take on a new lease of life. On 
the subject of passive resistance I fear 
that Mr. Saxpow and I do not see quite 
eye to eye. None the less I am confi- 
dent that he will do much to restore the 
faded glories of the Spe ‘tator. Mr. 
Sanpow, I understand, has behaved with 
extr ordinary consideration to the old 
staff, all of whom he has presented with 
green waistcoats with onyx buttons, and 
is retaining the services of Mr. StTracney 
to edit the Rifle Club column at a 
princely salary. The price given for 
the paper, however, has been somewhat 
exaggerated. £900,000 would be nearer 
CLaupius CLEAR. 


the mark 


and latterly | 


From the “ Daily ¢ hronicle,”’ April 4 

It is officially announced that Sir 
Ernest Casset has been appointed Editor 
of the Spectator. In evidence of the 
proprietor’s firm resolve not to interfere 
with the tone, temper and policy of the 
paper, it may be mentioned that a long 
engagement has been entered into with 
Mr. Srracney, who will continue to edit 
the Cat and Dog column with increased 
responsibility for that important depart- 
ment. The services of Mr. Frank T. BULLEN 
have also been retained as chief Balzeno- 
grapher, while Mr. Lione, ToLLEMACcHE 
will continue as heretofore to be responsi- 
ble for topical reminiscences of famous 
old Harrovians and graduates of Balliol. 

We understand that Mr. Horaime 
settoc ~=has joined the staff as chief 


military expert, and that promises of 
regular contributions have been received 
Lord 
Cardinal 
HloworrH. 


from Mr. CHAMBERLAIN, 
Professor Hewrxs, 


and Sir H. H 


ROSEBERY, 
RAMPOLLA, 





EXTRAORDINARY INSTANCE OF ANIMAL INTELLICENCE. 


Vre. Heviwayte. “1 Do BELIEVE THE LITTLE DARLING KNows 1’ GETTIN’ 


From the “ Daily Express,” April 8. 

Dear Sir,—In view of the unfair and 
misleading references to the results of 
my assuming control of the Spectator 
which have appeared in your columns 
and elsewhere, I confidently appeal to 
your notorious sense of fairness to publish 
the following reply. 

Commenting on the change of hands 
you observe : 

“Cordially admiring as we do Mr. Sanpow’s 
many robust and noble qualities, we cannot 
but regret the extinction of the only organ 
which represented in the weekly press the 
well-grounded distrust felt by all patriotic 
Imperialists toward Germany as the agent provo- 
eateur of Europe.” 

I note also that Mr. Wixston Cuurcni.t, 
speaking at Chowbent on the 3rd inst., 
did not seruple to say that the muzzling 
of honest British pens by a great Conti- 
nental combine which they had witnessed 
in the case of the Spectator was the 
worst blow that had befallen the country 
since the black week of Colenso. 

To this ] may be permitted to answer 
first of all that nothing is further from 


|me than any intention to revolutionise | 


the methods of the paper of which I 
have obtained control. If any guarantee 
were required beyond such a statement, 
it may surely be supplied by the fact 
that Mr. Srracney, so long and honour- 
ably connected with the Spectator, has 
just signed a contract to continue as 
Editor of the canine and feline amenities 
which have lent the paper its most dis 
tinctive character; that Mr. F. T. Butte 
has promised his continued support in 
the cetacean department, and that the 
reminiscences of the Hon. Lionet Toute- 
MACHE will remain a regular feature in 
the correspondence column. 

Adverse criticism has been directed 
against my assumption of the reins of 
office on the score of my having given 
public exhibitions of physical strength 
in particular my having lifted a grand 
piano with forty men seated on it—and 
of being only twenty-eight years of age 
But I have yet to learn that either 
delicacy or senility is a sine quad non in 
- ——,& newspaper proprietor, or 
|that there is any greater dis- 
credit in lifting a piano than 
in lifting a cup. 

Hochachtungsvoll, 
EuGen Sanpow. 


From the “ Sunday Special,” 
April 9. 
| We must congratulate our 
enterprising contemporary the 
Spectator on the splendid show 


it makes under the new 
» |management of Mr. Evcey 


Sanpow. While the tone and 
temper of the paper remain 
unaltered, an up-to-date alert- 
ness now inspires every de- 
partment. In the current issue the 
incoming Editor’s éloge of Count voy 
Bitow is admirably done, while Mr. 
Haroi~D Beonie’s masterly exposition of 
the essential identity of Free Trade and 
Protection will convince the most hide- 
bound Free-fooder. Finally the “ special 
prose” study of “Green Waistcoats in 
War,” by our esteemed compatriot Mr. 
Bec, is intensely poignant.  Allto- 
gether the new issue is a most stimulat- 
ing blend of dignity and impudence. 


| 








Nore por Souicrrors anp OTHERS. 
Zutka, of the Hippodrome, must never 
be called as a witness in any case where 
his evidence would be of vital import- 
ance, as he won't bear searching exami- 
nation, and is so very easily doubled up 
in the box. 


Ir is stated that the license of the Auto- 
matic Refreshment Supply Company (now 
in liquidation) is to be assigned to “ Little 
Mary, Limited.” But why “ Limited ? 
This error of judgment is sure to put off 
a great many possible clients. 
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A FOOTBALL MATCH. 


(From an Old Print.) 








SAN CARLISTS AT COVENT GARDEN. 


Monday, November 14.—Perhaps dread of fog kept the 
Box-folk from coming to see and hear La Tosca, which offered 
the attraction of Madame Guicnetti in the title vdle, Signor 
AnseLM! as the unhappy Mario Cavaradossi, and Signor 
\noona as Il Barone Scarpia. Always regretting that Pucci 
lad not selected some other subject, a story not a piay, on 
vhich to exercise his power as a composer, one must admit 
that he has made excellent use of the materials at hand, and 
that it would be difficult to find better interpreters of his 
work, both musically and dramatically, than the three princi- 
pals above-mentioned. Signor Campanrni was in the conductor’s 
chair, and the performance in every way, vocally and orches- 
trally, was most satisfactory. 

Tuesday.—M. Maurer, playing Rigoletto to a well-filled 
house, provoked extraordinary enthusiasm. Miss ALIcr 
Nietsen, as Gilda, sang like a bird; not a nightingale, but 
some other kind of bird more detached in the matter of 
sentiment. Signor Anseimt, in the part of Il Duca, went 
through his arias correctly enough, but was not perhaps 
quite adequately licentious in his methods; he seemed to 
lack something of the perfect ducal libertine. The chorus 
was admirably workmanlike in their regard both for the time 

id the spirit of the music. 

Wednesday.—A good performance of Faust to a good 
Stalls quite full, boxes nearly so, and t’other parts 

' the house almost as well filled as were the parts in the 
ways popular opera. Madame Wavpa as Marguerite, and 
Signor Dani as Faust generally satisfactory, but here and 
there a trifle weak, perhaps owing to London fog, but “ for a’ 
that an’ a’ that” an enthusiastic call at the end of the third 
\ct brought on Marguerite and her Faust, Mephistopheles 
Armonpt and Valentin-Ancona, four times before the curtain. 

Thursday.—Clear night after a foggy day: house rather 
clear Perhaps Cimea’s Adriana Lecouvreur (of which 


house, 


too. 





particulars were given last week) is not sufficiently attractive, 


}even though Madame Giacnerri be a delightful Adriana, and 


Mile. pe Cisneros as La Princessa with Signor Anceit Fornart 
as Il Prineipe di Bouillon, both do their best as Bouillons to 
keep the potage a-boiling. The whole performance was 
certainly worthy of far better support than appeared in 
evidence. 








AN OFFICIAL EXTEMPORE RHYMESTER. 

Lorp Mi.yer, in the course of his speech at Bloemfontein, 
took a hint from Silas Wegg and “dropped into poetry.” 
He is reported in the Times as saying : 

‘I do not expect nor desire a boom, 

But merely that the excessive gloom 
Should be cast off ”’—-and here he chose 

To return again to his favourite prose, 
Though his rhyme is good as far as it goes. 

And his Lordship is to be sincerely complimented on his 
new departure, which we trust will find many imitators 
who, if they possess Lord Mityer’s gift of extemporising, will 
enliven their speeches with statements of measures in metre 
and adorn diplomacy with dithyrambs. 


Wuat with ne po witn it ?—The Lorn Caanceéiior has been 
presented by his Masesry with a new Seal, and has been 
allowed to retain the old one. It is not unlikely that his 
Lordship will generously present the latter to the Zoological 
Gardens, where it will be a welcome addition to the Seal 
Family. 


The New ‘‘ Efficiency.” 


Acoorpixc to The Civilian “ general intelligence” is one of 
the subjects which are in future to be excluded from thie 
examination for First-class Officers of Excise. 














_PUNC H, OR THE 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
I an old axiom in politics that a nation does not 
a Coalition Government. It is equally true that, 
ff Hume and Swotierr, Erckmany-Caarrian and one 
thers, the average reader is not attracted by books 
in collaboration. Objection is the stronger when, 
‘ up a slim volume like The Affair at the Inn 
Gay & Bir), one finds Mrs. Kare Dovetas Wicers with no 
ver than three assistants. The result is more pleasi sing 
1 the promise. To tell the truth, if my Baronite had 
t been warned off by the circumstantial catalogue of 
authors, he would have innocently accepted the story as 
the unaided work of his early favourite, author of Timothy's 
Quest. Mary Fryptater, Jayne Frspiarer, and eke ALLAN 
McAuLay, are not severally or collectively the rose. But they 
ve lived near it. Miss Mary Frxpiarer’s contribution, 
dealing with old hypochondriacal Mrs. Maegill of Tun- 
bridge Wells, is in its way as good as anything in the 
congeries. Mrs. Wicais is responsible for the pretty, 
prightly American girl on a visit to Devonshire. Another 
amusing character is Sir Archibald Mackenzie, a pragmatical 
Scotch Baronet, who detests women, and in the last chapter 
is found on his knees imploring Virginia Pomeroy of Rich- 
mond, Virginia, U.S.A.,tomarry. Decidedly a diverting book. 


The Prodigal Son, by Hatt Cane (Heremany), is decidedly 
a ae novel. Its commencement is as bright and 
full of colour as the first scene of a good comic opera, and 
the reader's interest, in the action which is to lead up 
gradually to deep tragedy, is at once aroused, nor is it 
allowed to drop throughout the story, usque ad finem. 
Certainly as a writer Caine is able. But why does he damage 
his work by occasional platitudes, as, for instance, when after 
a strong dramatic situation he observes, “ None of us can 
foresee the future. We must all bow before the Unknown.’’ 
Whereupon Mrs. Gamp would have remarked, “‘ There ain't 
no denigin’ of it, Betsy.” The Baron holds that there is a 
serious flaw in Mr. Hatt Care’s title, which suggests to 
everyone who has had a Christian education the parable of 
The Prodigal Son. We all know how that spendthrift lived 
riotously, went to rack and ruin, and then, on his returning 
repentant to his father, was by him received, despite the elder 
brother's angry remonstrance, with open arms and open house. 
Such is not at all the story of this novel, wherein the younger 
son behaves not only as a prodigal but as a thorough scamp, 
bringing himself within the pale of the criminal law; and 
when he does return, it is as a millionaire, and after his father’s 
death 


Sir Charles Wyndham (Hvurcurson) is described by its 
author as “a biography.” It is rather a calendar of the 
comedian’s achievements on the stage, filled out to a portly 
volume by newspaper clippings, the reproduction of bills of 
the plays, and the inordinate attenuation of some familiar 
stories. Mr. Pemperton is not to blame for this result, except 
inasmuch as he was resolved to make a book. Writing 
about a still living, strenuously working, public man, it 
was perhaps necessary that his scheme and his literary style 
should be based upon that indispensable work Who's Who. 
But why in such circumstances try to write a biography ? 
baa it might be done is disclosed within the limits of the first 
fi pages, where the subject of the wordy narrative himself 
ti ‘ke sup the pen. It is an auto-biography we want, and Sir 
Cartes Wynpuam’s too brief essays in that direction show 
what is lost if this somewhat tiresome hook is to take its 
place. The actor writes in the breezy fashion in which he 
talks. The contrast is the more cruel for his faithful 
iographer when, reversing Falstaff's habit, we come upon 
the in eal rable quantity of half baked bread that accompanies 





the sip « of op arkling sack. 
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Major Gr (FFITHS, in his F ifty Years of Public Service 
Casse_t & Co.), has given us a very interesting, and, in parts, 
a decidedly entertaining book. The story of the early days of 
a man who has subsequently made a career for himself is the 
portion of the Major’s biography that has the most charm for 
the Baron. e Major records Soruern’s first appearance at the 
Haymarket Theatre as Lord Dundreary, as a success; and 
tells how Manager BuckstToNne congratulated Sormern at the 
wing. But the Baron remembers quite another tale, which he 
had from Mrs. CrprpenpsLe (Miss Snowpon), who was in the 
cast with Sornern, and, according to her account, at the fall of 
the curtain everyone sneaked off the stage to the dressing- 
rooms, not one caring to face the débutant or even to pretend 
to congratulate him. Soruery, upset, had made up his mind 
to return to America, when, before the expiration of the third 
week, business improved, the humour of Dundreary began to 
attract the town, and, in a short time, the success was enor- 
mous. ‘To return to our Major premiss, one of his best prison 
scenes is where he himself is the culprit up before Mr. Secre- 
tary Cross. The Major's experiences in the Crimea and his 
incidental stories during his Ulysses-like wanderings are 
capital reading. 


He is a bold man who would take up the story of the life 
of Sir Roger de Coverley after Appison had laid down his 





pen. Mr. Fraxxrort Moore is such, daring comparison in | 


Sir Roger's Heir (Hopper axp Srovucutoy). Having, pre- 
sumably in obedience to the classic injunction, “spent his 
nights and days with Appison,” he comes out of the ordeal 
exceedingly well. His presentation of Sir Roger and his 


surroundings in his ancestral home my Baronite finds very | 


pleasing. The misunderstanding upon which the story 
mainly turns is perhaps a little strained in the direction of 
artificiality. When Captain Sentrey, Sir Roger’s heir, of late 
restored to favour, is confronted by accusation of having 
married in the Fleet Prison a girl he never saw or even 
heard of, he might have done better than “ drop into a chair 
and sit there with bowed head, his hands clasped before 
him.” <A few plain words would have disposed of the affair. 
But then, where would have been Mr. Fraxxrort Moore’s 
story? And we should have been sorry to miss it. 


Mr. W. A. Mackenzie is obviously a student in the school | 
of Sherlock Holmes, and Sir Conan Dove has no occasion to 
Indeed in The Drexel Dream | 


be ashamed of his disciple. 
Cuatro AnD Winpws) there are some inge nious complications 
and devices which my Baronite ventures to say the Master 
will probably wish he had thought of. So abundant are Mr. 
Mackenzie's resources that in the closing pages, after the 
reader has supped excitement through varying devolution of 
detective skill, he suddenly comes upon a climax. This inci- 
dent, being wholly unexpected, is probably the most success- 
ful of all. 

Among “ pocket editions” of Shakspeare, the Baron 
welcomes a set issued from Wituiam Heryemany’s, which, 
consisting up to the present 
time of twenty-five small 
volumes, is nearing its comple- 
tion. The type is clear, the text 
is that of Messrs. Macmii.an’s 
Cambridge Shakspeare,  in- 
debtedness being duly acknow- 
ledged, the “introductions” by 
Georce Braves brief and to the 
point. A small side pocket will 
not be encumbered by the pre- 
sence of one of these little books, 
» useful at a Shakspearian 
performance. 





BARON 











